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Dare we tell the policeman, walking
with Ella in the square, down past the grocer's
that his loins are already engaged
to the Inconsistent, that fatherhood

Is on him before his time ? Not even
war, which turns from the contemplation

of unreality, to something

his mind can grasp, can unite

His lonely overtures to passion with
the inescapable journey through

the highways of love and history.

For what is lost to this

Generation is the passionate withdrawal,
the consistent retreat to the desert, and what

has come is the participation

in the involuntary event.

For what to the living is music, except
sensation of sorrow; what to the swift

is thought, a rose in the desert:

what, when creation turns

To bite die hand that cherishes, is a rose ?
O lonely and feeble the still insistent

urge to unite these present

unrealities to future

Contemplation of expected events. Must death
the transformer, the migrant, the lonely sorrow,

lend to the carpenter

the craftsman's sedulous cunning ?

Must the productive power of the human
function turn to the contemplation